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turned almost entirely on the virtues and personal charm
of the deceased.
"Th" g">od that men assum* lives after them,
The toith is oft interred with their bones."
Some boarder would chew mournfully, meditating the
while, and then break out. " He "—they never named him—
" He was always so wonderful at Christmas. Christmas always
seemed to brighten Him up. Like Dickens. Do you remember
the time He gave us all with His snapdragon ? He would have
it done properly with the lights down, flaming away, and how
he upset a lot of it on the carpet ? Blue flames they were.
Just like a big impatient Boy."
"But we stamped it out all right," said Mrs Doober.
" And it really did no harm. On that old carpet. How we
laughed ! "
" If he'd only been more serious he would have been a
great actor—a great comedy actor."
" He reminded me of Beerbohm Tree. The same big
humorous personality. If he'd had the same chances, he might
have had his own great Theatre."
" He was as sensitive as a child. Easily discouraged.
That was his weakness. He hated to push. In this world you
must push. But he wouldn't compete. And he'd sacrifice
anything for a joke. You might say he sacrificed himself."
" A great man lost. Yet it never seemed to worry him.
Buoyant he was—right up to the end."
Edward Albert thought out his special contribution to the
chorus. " I'll miss him dreadfully. He was so kind and sorto-
friendly like."
"It must have been a great experience to have known
Him when He was young and still full of hope and promise."
The remark seemed aimed at Mrs Thump. She answered
in her deliberate colourless way. ** Yes. He was full of promise
—then."
" A born playboy. He was nobody's enemy but his own."
" And it had to be paid for, of course," said Mrs Thump,
and said .no more.

